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with the ends of palm-trunks protruding from their walls;
and above each door was the sign of the Cross. This street
ended at a central square where two modern bell-towers
were standing. Behind the square, another narrow street of
mud houses ran to a white building with a draw-bridge,
which I recognised as the customary kasr, or keep, of a
Coptic monastery. In the background were a cluster of flat
mud roofs and low white domes, which I knew indicated a
church.

The Monastery of St. Anthony is larger than any of those
in the Wadi Natrun, and although there is ample space within
the walls, all the buildings are grouped closely together.
Unlike the stone and hmewash buildings of the Natrun
monasteries, most of the houses and outbuildings are primitive
constructions of brown mud brick.

A young lay brother conducted me up a flight of steps,
and across a paved courtyard where several immense pans
of bees-wax were cooling, to a building of some size which
looked like a prosperous shopkeeper's house in a small French
country town. I entered a dark cool hall furnished with
divans. It was obviously the guest-house and was beautifully
clean and swept.

I had been sitting there for a few moments when two men
entered. One was extremely handsome, with European
features, a fine forehead, a straight nose, and a brown beard;
he wore a black turban and a maroon-coloured gown. His
companion was a short, dark man with a black beard, and was
dressed in black; he was just as quick and animated as
the other was slow and reserved. The first man was the
fatmmus, who spoke only Arabic, and the other was a visiting
priest who had been secretary to the Metropolitan of Abyssinia,
and had recently come from Addis Ababa. He spoke some
French.

They were interested to hear that I had come straight to
their monastery from Sinai. On clear days, said the kummus,
when you climbed the frflla at the back of the monastery,
you could see right across the Gulf of Suez to the mountains of
Sinai, and southward towards the Red Sea.

Turning to the lively priest, I asked him one or two
questions about Abyssinia. We were soon discussing the